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EDITORIALS 

We  have  returned  to  our  work  with  in- 
creased vigor  and  strength  after  the  joy, 
gladness,  and  good  spirit  of  Christmas  and 
New  Year.  We  have  entered  upon  the  new 
year,  the  year  so  dear  and  sweet  to  us  seniors, 
1916. 


A^very  noticeable  feature  of  the  Christmas 
issue  was  the  number  of  contributions  from 
the  junior  class.  Among  these  were  some 
very  excellent  Christmas  stories  and  two 
fine  descriptions.  Great  praise  is  due  the 
junior  class  for  their  work  and  interest,  which 
predicate  a  good  Golden  Rod  next  year,  good 
especially  in  the  literary  department. 

The  March  issue  is,  "The  Sophomore 
Number,"  and  we  hope  that  the  class  of 
1918  will  make  their  number  as  good  as  the 
best  of   the  year. 

The  school  calendar,  published  by  the 
class  of  1916,  was  a  grand  success  as  a  piece 
of  art.  The  pleasing  and  very  expressive 
sentiments    for    the    different    months    were 


written  by  members  of  the  class  of  1916,  and 
the  excellent  decorations  were  drawn  in  the 
art  department.  Everywhere  there  was 
praise  for  the  wonderful  work,  and  surprise 
that  such  excellent  work  could  be  turned  out 
for  twenty-five  cents.  Although  the  work 
was  a  great  success  as  a  piece  of  art,  it  was 
not  so  financially,  because  of  the  large 
expense  of  printing  and  the  poor  response. 
Why  this  was  so  is  a  puzzle,  first,  since  the 
work  was  carried  on  with  the  idea  of  dividing 
the  profits  between  the  senior  class  and  the 
athletic  association,  and,  second,  since  the 
calendars  were  so  suitable  as  Christmas  gifts. 
Much  praise  is  due  Miss  Dawes  and  Mr. 
Collins  for  the  fine  idea,  and  great  credit  is 
due  the  class  of  1916  and  the  art  department 
for  making  the  work  such  a  success  the  first 
time. 


The  class  of  1916  broke  the  custom  of 
electing  Mr.  Nerses  as  class  photographer,  by 
choosing  Mr.  Pierce.  The  editor  expected 
the  result  and  was  somewhat  pleased  as  Mr. 
Pierce  has  treated  The  Golden  Rod  very 
squarely,  and  deserves  to  be  given  a  chance  to 
prove  his  ability.  By  this  the  editor  does 
not  mean  to  cast  any  reflections  on  Mr. 
Nerses,  class  photographer  for  eight  years,  for 
he  also  has  treated  The  Golden  Rod  squarely. 
It  seems  to  the  editor,  however,  to  be  a 
good  thing  to  get  out  of  the  rut,  and  to  be  the 
only  fair  way  of  treating  our  advertisers,  if 
they  produce  the  same  quality  of  work.  Of 
course,  it  is  all  up  to  Mr.  Pierce  "to  make 
good,"  and  show  the  school  that  the  class  of 
1916  has  done  the  right  thing. 


The  senior  class  meetings,  though  fairly 
well  attended,  are  not  so  well  attended  as 
they  should  be.  This  year,  the  senior  year, 
the  meetings  are  of  the  utmost  importance,  for 
questions  important  to  every  member  of  the 
class  are  discussed,  and,  therefore,  the  pre- 
sence of  every  member  is  desired. 
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The  basket-ball  season  will  be  underway 
when  this  issue  comes  from  the  press,  and 
should  be  a  very  successful  one  for  Quincy 
High,  as  there  are  several  players  including 
Captain  Beaton,  from  last  year's  team 
besides  the  many  good  players  from  the 
champion  second  team.  The  team  has  much 
to  do  to  keep  up  the  fine  records  of  our  basket- 
ball teams  of  the  last  two  years.  Still  the 
editor  feels  that  with  the  proper  support  and 
cheering,  this  year's  team  will  acquit  itself 
well.  Let  the  fifty  loyal  rooters  prepare  for 
work,  for  even  such  a  small  number  can  make 
a   good   showing   at   basket-ball   games. 


A  very  bad  reflection  and  menace  to 
the  school  at  present  is  the  pile  of  lunch 
paper  thrown  under  the  wood  in  the  boys' 
basement.  The  first  things  an  "outsider," 
viewing    the    condition,    thinks    of    are    the 


carelessness,  untidiness,  and  thoughtlessness 
of  the  boys.  Next,  he  thinks  of  the  boy's 
lack  of  consideration  for  the  janitor  and  his 
assistants  who  have  to  pick  it  up.  Then  he 
thinks  of  the  great  danger  of  fire  and  of  the 
probable  loss  of  life,  because  of  the  ease  with 
which  the  paper  could  be  ignited,  then  the 
pile  of  dry  wood,  and  finally  the  building. 
There  is  some  consolation  in  even  this 
terrible  plight,  in  that  the  offenders  are 
practically  of  the  two  lower  classes.  How 
ever,  such  an  unlawful  condition  cannot 
prevail,  and,  if  the  offenders  do  not  stop  of 
their  own  accord,  drastic  action  will  have  to 
be   taken   by   the   office. 


The  Golden  Rod  wishes  to  be  the  tortoise 
and  not  the  hare,  and  so  is  urging  again  and 
is  going  to  continue  to  urge  the  cooperation 
of  every  pupil  in  making  our  paper  one  of 
the  best  in  the  state. 


MIDNIGHT  SIEGE. 


i 


Oh,  say,  do  we  know,  at  the  dawn's  early 

light, 
What  so  proudly  wre  learned  at  the  twilight's 

last  gleaming, 
The  Latin  and  Math,  how  we  strained  our 

eyesight, 
O'er    the    chapters    we    crammed,    tears    so 

helplessly  streaming? 
And    the   night   lamp's   red   glare,    that   was 

filling  the  air 
Gave  proof  thro'  the  dark  we  were  studying 

there. 
Oh,  say,  does  that  mark-mangled  paper  yet 

wave 
O'er  the  heads  of  the  sad  that  no  study  could 

save? 


II 


Oh,  thus  be  it  ever  when  Juniors  shall  stand 
Beside    their    loved    seat    hearing    teacher's 

oration; 
Blessed  with  E  or  with  G  may  the  studious 

band 
Praise    the   one   who    hath    said,    "That's   a 

good   recitation!" 
Then  study  we  must,  or  our  brains  they  will 

rust, 
And  this  be  our  motto:   "We'll  learn  it  or 

bust!" 
And    that    star-covered    paper    in    triumph 

shall  wave 
O'er  the  heads  of  the  glad  whom  hard  study 

doth   save. 

HlLDEGARDE  DUCEY. 
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PAT'S   UNDERWATER  VOYAGE. 


Pat  was  trying  without  results  to  crank 
the  one  lung  engine  of  his  motorboat,  or  I 
should  say  of  his  scow.  Finally,  a  feeble 
"sput"  rewarded  his  aching  arm,  then  the 
sputter  grew  to  a  roar,  as  the  boat  slowly 
crept  away  from  the  wharf.  After  an 
eternity  the  wharf  began  to  disappear  from 
the  horizon  line  and  Pat  found  himself  out 
in  the  open  ocean. 

As  he  had  many  miles  to  go  and  his  boat 
was  rather  slow  he  settled  back  in  as  com- 
fortable a  position  as  possible.  Soon  loud 
snores  showed  how  comfortable  his  position 
was  and  the  boat  crept  on  unguided.  But  he 
was  not  enjoying  his  sleep,  for  he  dreamt 
the  boat  had  hit  a  rock  and  was  sinking 
rapidly.  Pat's  eyes  bulged  with  terror,  for 
no  sooner  had  he  struck  the  water  than  he 
felt  himself  being  rapidly  pulled  down. 
When  he  saw  who  was  taking  him  down,  how- 
ever, he  went  very  willingly,  for  it  was  the 
prettiest  mermaid  imaginable.  He  tried  to 
get  closer  to  her  but  his  efforts  were  rewarded 
only  by  a  slap  of  her  fish  tail. 

Soon  they  reached  the  bottom  of  the 
ocean  and  to  his  great  horror  he  saw  a  large 
school  of  swordfish  approaching.  He  tried 
his  best  to  rise  to  the  surface,  but  for  some 
unknown  reason  he  was  unable  to  do  so.  One 
swordfish  ahead  of  the  rest  appeared  to  be 
the  leader,  and  to  him  the  mermaid  spoke 
some  words  that  Pat  was  unable  to  under- 
stand. When  he  looked  at  the  swordfish 
they  made  him  shudder.  All  of  them  were 
as  long  as  he  was  tall,  and  their  swords  with 
saw  teeth  were  as  long  as  his  arm.  He 
thought  his  last  hour  had  come  for  all  the 
swordfish  surrounded  him,  and  worst  of  all 
the  mermaid  swam  away.  But  to  his 
surprise  the  leader  approached  him  and 
tried  unsuccessfully  to  tell  him  something. 
Then  some  of  the  fish  behind  him  started  to 
stick  him  with  their  swords,  and  it  didn't 
take  Pat  long  to  understand  that  they  wished 
to    lead   him   somewhere. 

The  sights  he  saw  while  on  the  journey 


made  his  hair  stand  on  end.  There  were 
monstrous  fish  of  all  descriptions,  great 
crabs,  eels  as  large  around  as  his  arm,  and 
many  awful  specimens  of  underwater  life 
that  Pat  never  knew  existed.  Finally  ahead 
of  him,  set  in  a  garden  of  subterranean 
growth,  on  a  beautiful  coral  bed  was  a  wonder- 
ful palace.  Sharks  guarding  the  entrance 
grinned  maliciously  at  him,  exposing  all  their 
rows  of  glistening  teeth,  almost  making  Pat 
faint.  From  there  to  the  room  of  the  great 
King  Neptune  Pat  passed  through  two  rows 
of  swrordfish  and  sharks,  the  royal  guard. 

He  never  forgot  his  first  and  last  glimpse 
of  Neptune,  the  king  of  the  sea.  When  he 
first  came  into  the  brightly  lighted  room  he 
was  dazzled.  Neptune  was  seated  on  a 
monstrous  throne  with  seven  or  eight  steps 
leading  up  to  it.  The  throne,  the  steps,  the 
floor  and  the  very  ceiling  and  walls  of  the 
room  were  constructed  of  beautiful  coral. 
King  Neptune  was  a  giant  of  about  eight  feet, 
rather  fat,  but  very  stately.  On  his  forehead, 
arms,  and  legs  were  beautiful  bracelets  of 
pearls  and  green  subterranean  growth.  A 
great  cloak  of  green,  with  glittering  pearls 
strewn  in  profusely,  covered  his  massive 
shoulders  and  body.  On  both  sides  of  him 
were  twenty  beautiful  mermaids  with  their 
long  silky  hair  flowing  over  their  shoulders. 
On  three  sides  of  the  room  were  the  most 
terrible  looking  swordfish  and  sharks  in  the 
ocean. 

In  front  of  Neptune  the  guards  stopped 
and  stood  at  attention.  The  angry,  flashing 
eyes  of  Neptune  and  the  terrible  fish  made 
Pat  understand  only  too  clearly  tharThe  had 
not  been  taken  there  for  pleasure.  Then 
taking  up  a  book,  in  a  voice  like  thunder 
Neptune  read,  "You  have  most  terribly 
wronged  the  mighty  ocean,  for  it  is  herein 
written  that  any  boat  used  on  the  ocean  must 
be  clean  to  be  passed  by  the  National  Board 
of  Censors.  Any  one  violating  this  law  must 
be  punished  by  death,  so  by  the  law  of  the 
ocean  your  fate  is  decreed." 
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Pat  remembered  with  a  guilty  conscience 
that  only  that  morning  he  had  received  a 
tongue  lashing  from  his  wife  because  of  his 
dirty  scow,  and  how  he  wished  he  had  been 
won  over  by  her  forceful  argument.  Before 
he  had  time  to  reflect  longer,  however,  he 
was  hustled  into  the  next  room  by  the  royal 
guard.  He  had  hardly  crossed  the  threshold 
when  his  arms,  legs,  and  body  were  held  in 
the  powerful  grasp  of  the  many  arms  of  a 
huge  octopus.  Then  to  his  great  horror,  he 
saw  all  the  swordfish  line  up,  their  deadly 
swords  pointed  straight  at  him.  And  then 
with  a  great  swirling  and  foaming  of  water 
they  rushed  straight  for  him,  at  the  rate  of  an 


express  train.     He  gave  vent  to  one  terrible 
yell   of  anguish. 

Then  he  felt  a  sudden  coolness  and  began  to 
choke  in  a  vain  effort,  as  it  seemed,  to  swallow 
the  ocean.  By  instinct  he  started  to  swim 
and  opened  his  eyes.  He  was  just  in  time  to 
see  the  two  halves  of  his  scow  sinking  as  a 
large  steamer  pushed  them  aside.  But,  as 
the  side  of  the  steamer  was  slipping  by  him, 
Pat  caught  hold  of  a  ladder  hanging  down 
the  side  and  climbed  up  to  safety. 

When  shortly  afterwards  Pat  got  his  new 
boat  he  kept  it  as  clean  as  a  whistle. 

Roy   Ewertz. 


FATTY   INTERRUPTS    A   READING. 


Six  gaping  boys  stood  before  the  Town 
Hall  Bulletin  Board  laboriously  deciphering 
the  flaring  notice  posted  thereupon.  Mis- 
cellaneous means  of  unraveling  this  per- 
plexing poster  were  in  evidence.  Sharkey 
Jones  was  slowly  pronouncing  the  words  in  a 
loud,  clamorous  voice;  Bones  Briggs  was 
forming  the  various  letters  by  imaginary 
writing  in  the  air;  Fatty  was  silently  add- 
ing and  subtracting  with  his  chubby  fingers. 

Finally,  it  was  made  clear  to  everyone  that 
a  reading  was  to  be  given  by  a  Professor  Peff , 
that  the  subject  was  "Helen  of  Troy",  and 
that  it  was  under  the  auspices  of  the  Ladies' 
Sewing  Circle.  But  to  their  dismay  it  stated 
that  children  under  sixteen  must  be  accom- 
panied by  their  parents. 

''That's  a  skin,"  said  Sharky  in  a  discour- 
raged  tone.  "We  can't  go  in  a  bunch. 
Either  we  gotter  go  with  our  father  or  mother 
an'  be  good  all  evenin'  or  we  gotter  stay 
home.     What'll  we  do?" 

Silence  ensued  while  each  thought  of  some 
scheme. 

"We  might  try  sneakin'  in  through  the 
boiler  room,"  suggested  Bones,  after  they 
had  pondered   for  some  moments. 

"A  bunch  like  us  would  get  spotted  for 
sure,"     responded     Sharky. 


"But  we  could  hide  behind  the  platform." 

"An'  have  ter  stand  there  for  about  two 
hours,  afraid  to  make  a  noise.  That's  worse 
still." 

Bones,  beaten  by  Sharky's  arguments, 
kept  still. 

"You  ain't  savin'  much,  Fatty,"  declared 
Sharky. 

Fatty,  hands  in  pockets,  stood  apart  from 
the  rest.  It  was  seldom  that  Fatty's  ideas 
were  resorted  to  until  the  others  had  ex- 
hausted their  own.  Moreover,  Fatty's  meag- 
er brain  was  just  like  a  vicious  dog.  It  had 
to  be  persuaded  and  soothed  before  it  began 
to  work.  So  the  fellows  always  gave  Fatty 
plenty  of  time  to  accomplish  this.  Fatty 
kept  on  musing,  alternately  wrinkling  his 
brow  and  puckering  his  lips. 

"Wal,  I  don't  know  exactly,"  he  remarked, 
still  meditating,  "I  was  just  thinkin'  that 
reading  didn't  agree  with  us  anyway.  Why 
should  we  try  to  get  in  an'  hear  a  educated 
guy  read  about  how  the  sun  looked  and  what 
the  whispering  wind  said?  Why  not  do 
something  that  will  bust  this  reading  up? 
This  is  what  we  might  do." 

The  fellows,  giving  way  to  their  curiosity, 
crowded  around  Fatty  while  he  outlined  his 
suggestion  in  a  low  undertone. 
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The  next  morning  early  two  figures,  one 
tall  and  slim,  the  other  round  and  corpulent, 
set  out  into  the  woods.  The  somber  trees 
were  covered  with  a  fresh  coating  of  snow. 
Into  the  middle  of  the  woods  went  the  two, 
clambering  over  dead  logs  and  pushing  back 
the  outspreading  branches  of  the  trees. 

"Here's  the  place  I  mentioned,"  exclaimed 
Fatty.  "See,  here's  the  hole.  There  must 
be  half  a  dozen  in  it." 

"Great,"  replied  Sharky  exultantly,  we'll 
get  the  fellows  out  here  after  school  Tuesday 
and  dig'em  out." 

They  made  their  way  back  again,  talking 
excitedly  about  the  coming  event. 

On  the  afternoon  of  January  eighteenth  the 
fellows,  armed  with  picks  and  shovels,  made 
their  way  to  the  designated  spot.  Fatty 
carried  a  bird-cage.  They  all  came  back  at 
dusk,  pleased  by  the  results  of  their  strenuous 
work. 

"Be  out  early,  fellows,  after  supper," 
said  Sharky,  as  they  parted.  "We  gotter 
get  the  bird-cage  over  to  the  hall  before  the 
thing  commences." 

After  supper  Fatty  quickly  ran  to  the 
spot  where  they  had  agreed  to  meet.  He 
found  four  dusky  figures  already  there, 
stamping  up  and  down,  and  endeavoring  to 
keep  warm. 

"That  you,    Fatty?"   asked   Sharky. 

"Yep,"    was    the    answer. 

"Well,  we  better  start  out  now.  We  can't 
wait  for  Punk.     Perhaps  he  can't  come." 

Together  they  set  out  into  the  darkness. 
Everything  was  dark  and  gloomy,  and  no 
sound  was  heard  except  the  crunching  of 
snow  and  the  deep  breathing  of  the  group 
as  they  labored  through  the  deep  snow.  The 
bird-cage  was  secured  and  they  tramped 
back  again  towards  the  Town  Hall. 

At  last  they  discerned  the  building  in  the 
distance.  The  glowing  light  that  came 
through  the  windows  streamed  into  the 
dark  night,  making  the  snow  which  lay  in 
its  path  radiate  its  crystaline  lustre  like 
diamonds. 

They  circled  around,  avoiding  the  people, 


to  the  back  of  the  hall,  where  they  intended 
to  wait. 

The  time  slowly  passed.  They  could  hear 
the  low  mumble  of  the  speaker  and  sometimes 
could  even  distinguish  the  words  when  he 
raised    his   voice. 

Sharky,  coming  back  from  a  reconnoitre, 
related  what  he  had  seen. 

"He's  a  little  bit  of  a  shrimp,  but  he's  got  a 
voice  like  a  bull.  He  must  be  near-sighted 
'cause  he's  got  his  nose  stuck  in  a  book  which 
he's  readin'.  His  glasses  are  as  big  as 
windows  with  black  rims.  I  guess  we'll 
start  going  pretty  soon." 

A  figure  suddenly  came  around  the  corner 
of   the    building   and    whistled    softly. 

"That's  Punk,   I   bet,"    said   Fatty. 

The  whistle  was  answered,  and  Punk  came 
running    towards    them. 

"Gee  Whiz!  fellers,  it's  awful,"  he  exclaimed. 
1 '  I  had  to  go  with  my  mother  and  I  couldn't 
give  her  the  slip  until  now." 

"What's  he  talking  about?"  demanded  the 
boys  in  concert. 

"He's  readin'  about  some  red-headed 
woman  in  Troy,  New  York,  that  run  away 
with  a  king  or  duke  or  something  like  that. 
And  then  a  lot  of  Greek  boot-blacks  or 
roughnecks  got  inside  of  a  hobby  horse  and 
slipped  into  town  and  got  her  back  again. 
It's   almost   over." 

"All  right,  fellows,  follow  me,"  said  Fatty, 
taking  the  cage  and  making  for  a  window 
which   led  into  the  boiler-room. 

"Now,  I'll  go  into  the  cellar  first"  he  ex- 
plained, "and  you  fellows  hand  down  the 
cage  and   this  stick  to  me." 

Fatty's  fat  body  disappeared  through  the 
window  and  the  cage  and  long  stick  were 
handed  down  to  him.  They  waited  breath- 
lessly. 

Fatty  groped  about  in  the  darkness,  the 
cage  in  one  hand  and  stick  in  the  other.  He 
could  hear  the  persuasive  voice  of  the  speaker 
over  head.  He  set  the  cage  down  and  pulled 
out  a  flash-light.  With  a  stream  of  light 
playing  upon  the  cage  he  took  the  stick  and 
began  to  poke  at  the  contents  between  the 
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wire  spokes.  The  result  came  instantly. 
Three  small,  fur-covered  animals,  provoked 
by  the  jabbing  of  the  stick,  used  their  only 
means  of  defense  which  was  instantly  success- 
ful. 

An  odor,  more  pungent  and  suffocating 
than  Fatty  had  expected,  made  him  run 
hastily  to  the  window.  The  others,  holding 
one  hand  to  their  noses,  helped  him  out  as 
best  they  could. 

Gleefully  they  made  their  way  into  the 
darkness.  But  Fatty  and  Sharky  could  not 
resist  the  temptation  that  burned  within 
them.     So,  taking  the  risk  of  being  caught, 


they    went    back    and    watched    the    result 
through  the  window. 

Inside,  the  professor  was  holding  his  nose 
with  one  hand,  and  still  endeavoring  to  read. 
Before  him  sat  row  after  row  of  people, 
gasping  and  coughing  and  imitating  his 
pose.  At  last  there  was  a  rush  for  the  door, 
the  choking  mob  pushing  and  elbowing  in  a 
mad  attempt  to  gain  the  open  air. 

The  last  that  Fatty  and  Sharky  saw  as 
they  withdrew,  was  the  professor  still  holding 
his  nose,  angrily  skaking  his  book  at  the 
departing  audience. 

Russell  C.  Johnson,  '17 


A   NEW  YEAR'S   STORY. 

Dick   Garden,   damp,   cold,  wretched,   and  a  store  into  which  he  had  stepped  to  escape 

penniless,    drifted    wearily   down    Broadway,  the   piercing  wind,   he   realized   the  horrible 

the  evening  of  December  31,  1913,  stopping  folly  of  his  past,  and  he  saw  with  remorse, 

now  and  then  before  some  bake-shop  window  the  terrible  result  of  his  disgraceful  conduct. 


to  hungrily  eye  the  delicacies  there  set  forth 
in  alluring  display,  while  around  him  bustled 
the  heedless  crowds,  jostling,  pushing,  and 
elbowing. 

Dick  had  a  sad  and  woeful  past.  Three 
short  years  ago,  he  had  entered  college  with 
a  most  enviable  record  as  an  athlete  and  a 
scholar.  His  first  year  he  distinguished 
himself  both  in  sports  and  in  his  studies. 
In    his    sophomore    year,    all    the    societies 


In  those  brief  moments,  the  repentant  youth 
drank  the  bitter  cup  of  sorrow  to  the  dregs. 
But  he  was  no  craven;  though  he  knew  it 
would  be  a  fight  against  tremendous  odds, 
he  determined   to   "come  back." 

As  these  thoughts  flooded  his  aching  head, 
a  richly-dressed  woman  came  out  of  the 
store,  stepped  into  an  automobile  drawn  up 
by  the  side-walk,  and  was  wmirled  awTay  in 
the  darkness.     At  the  boy's  feet  lay  a  silken 


wished  to  enroll  him,  and  here  was  the  turning  purse  which  had  fallen  from  her  muff.  Be- 
point  in  his  career,  for  he  was  induced  by  wildered,  Dick  picked  it  up,  and,  seeing  none 
some  of  his  team-mates  to  join  a  fraternity  to  whom  it  might  belong,  put  it  in  his  pocket 
containing  the  fastest  set  in  the  college,  and  walked  hastily  to  a  deserted  park  nearby. 
Gradually  he  lost  the  friendship  of  the  better  There  he  opened  the  purse  and  found  that  it 
class  of  students,  and  later  his  being  dropped  contained  three  five-dollar  bills,  some  change, 
from  the  track  team  for  breaking  training  and  several  visiting-cards,  bearing  the  ad- 
separated  him  entirely  from  their  com-  dress,  65  Fifth  Avenue.  Numbed  with  the 
panionship.  But  in  order  to  make  this  cold  and  half-starved,  Dick  was  in  no  con- 
painful  story  of  his  ruin  short,  suffice  it  to  dition  to  battle  with  the  greatest  temptation 
say  that  in  the  third  month  of  his  junior  that  could  possibly  assail  a  person  in  his 
year,  he  was  expelled,  and,  in  nowise  sobered  sorry  plight,  but  he  felt  instinctively  that 
by  this  experience,  he  soon  found  himself  in  should  he  yield,  he  could  never  again  hope  to 
the  condition  mentioned  above.  be  the  Dick  Garden  of  old.  For  three  long 
As  Dick  stood  shivering  in  the  doorway  of  hours  he  had  roamed  the  dark  desolate  streets, 
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nervously  fingering  the  purse,  but  stubbornly, 
desperately,  furiously  combating  his  merciless 
enemy,  when,  suddenly,  scores  of  sweet- 
toned  bells  burst  out  in  unison  in  a  merry 
peal  of  welcome  to  the  new  year,  and  from 
far  away  floated  upon  the  clear  night  air, 
now  falling,  now  rising  in  sweet  harmony, 
from  the  chimes  of  Trinity  Chruch,  a  mighty 
appeal,  "Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee."  With 
this  inspiration,  in  an  instant  Dick  had 
trampled  his  temptation  under-foot  and  stood, 
bare-headed  and   erect,   with   his  calm,   pale 


face  toward  heaven  and  his  lips  moving 
fervently  In  a  grateful  prayer  for  his  de- 
liverance. He  was  again  master  of  himself. 
The  next  morning  it  was  a  new  Dick 
Carden  who  rang  the  door-bell  at  65  Fifth 
Avenue  and  returned  the  purse  to  its  owner. 
Over  his  face  had  come  an  alert,  frank, 
determined  expression  and  his  slouching, 
shufrlirg  gait  was  gone.  In  spite  of  tremen- 
dous  od  Is   he   had    "come   back." 

Hugh  Nixon,  1917. 


"BISCUITS." 


"Miss  Mandy,  Miss  Mandy,"  came  wafted 
on  the  hot  July  breeze,  through  the  screen 
door  to  the  woman  busy  at  the  sink.  Her 
plump  arms  were  crimson  from  contact  with 
hot  water  and  her  hair  clung  in  little  dark 
tendrils   to  her   forehead. 

"Now  what  on  earth  does  that  man  want," 
she  said  to  herself,  as  she  dried  her  hands  on 
her  apron  and,  opening  the  door,  ducked 
under   her   line   of   newly   washed    clothes. 

"Yes,  Hiram,  I'm  coming,"  she  called,  as 
she  caught  sight  of  a  bald  head  and  a  pair  of 
blue  goggles  appearing  above  the  back  fence. 

Mandy  Welmont  and  Hiram  Long  had 
lived  side  by  side  for  the  last  twenty  years 
and  she  had  always  been  a  fiiend  in  need  to 
the  lonely  old  bachelor  and  neighbor. 

The  owner  of  the  blue  goggles  uttered  a 
sigh  of  relief  as  he  saw  her  and  raised  himself 
on  tiptoe. 

"Look,  Miss  Mandy,"  he  said  dejectedly, 
"I  tried  to  make  some  bread."  And  sticking 
his  hands  over  the  fence,  he  awaited  Miss 
Mandy's   inspection. 

All  ten  fingers  were  covered  with  a  wet, 
sticky  mass.  It  hung  in  strings  from  his 
fingers  and  dropped  upon  Miss  Mandy's  bed 
of  pansies  beside  the  fence. 

"My,  what  a  mess,"  she  exclaimed,  "you 
wait  and    I'll  come  right  over." 

Going  down  to  the  corner  of  the  fence 
she  squeezed  her  two-hundred  odd  pounds 


through  the  hole  which  had  been  made  by 
knocking  off  a  few  slats.  Hiram,  with  his 
hands  extended  straight  before  him,  was 
waiting  at  the  door.  She  pushed  him  into 
the  kitchen,  took  down  the  wash  basin  and 
filled  it  with  warm  water. 

"Now  put  your  hands  in  there  and  git  'em 
clean  while  I  see  what  this  mess  on  the  table 
is. 

A  pan  of  what  looked  like  very  soft  putty 
graced  the  table.  Hiram,  at  the  sink,  did 
not  see  Mandy  open  the  door  and  dump  it 
into  the  swill  pail. 

"You  see,  Miss  Mandy,"  he  began  as  he 
dried  his  hands  on  the  roller  towel,  "I  was 
down  to  Mrs.  Smith's  to  supper  last  night 
and  she  had  some  biscuits.  They  tasted 
fine  so  I  thought  I'd  make  some.  Why,"  as 
he  caught  sight  of  the  empty  pan,  "where 
are  they?" 

"Threw  'em  away,"  said  Mandy,  shortly, 
"sit  down  and  I "11  make  you  some  good  ones." 

Hiram  sat  with  his  hands  on  his  knees,  his 
eyes  never  leaving  Mandy  until  the  oven 
door  banged  on  the  biscuits. 

"I've  got  to  go  home  now,  Hiram.  Those 
biscuits  will  be  done  in  just  twenty  minutes. 
I'd  cat  them  with  that  peach  marmalade  I 
gave  you  last  night  if  I  were  you,"  and  the 
screen  door  banged   behind   her. 

Hiram  sat  still  in  his  chair,  his  eyes  on  the 
clock    until    the   last   second   of    the    twenty 
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minutes  was  up.  Then  he  went  to  the  oven. 
The  door  was  hot  and  he  grabbed  his  coat 
tails  to  open  it.  Setting  the  pan  of  brown 
biscuits  upon  the  table  he  went  to  the  closet 
and  came  back  with  the  peach  marmalade, 
the  butter,  and  a  knife.  Breaking  open  one 
of  the  biscuits  he  put  in  a  junk  of  butter, 
spread  on  some  marmalade  and  took  a  big 
bite.  My,  how  good  it  tasted !  Life  was 
worth  living  after  all  if  it  held  such  good 
things  as  this  every  day.  The  biscuits 
disappeared  as  if  by  magic  and  the  bottom 
of  the  marmalade  jar  had  been  reached  be- 
fore  Hiram   thought  it   time  to  stop. 

Then  with  a  satisfied  feeling  in  his  stomach 
and  an  expectant  look  upon  his  face  he  opened 
the  door  and  went  around  to  Miss  Mandy's 
front  porch.     The  sun  was  just  going  down 


and  Mandy,  by  the  slowly  fading  light  was 
knitting.  Hiram  gazed  into  vacancy  as  he 
seated     himself  on   the  steps. 

"Were  the  biscuits  good,   Hiram?" 

"They  were  fine,  Miss  Mandy,"  and  Hiram 
turned  to  look  up  at  her.  Brown  hair  and  a 
round,  smiling  face  made  her  a  pleasant 
woman. 

"Miss  Mandy,"  began  Hiram,  "I  was  think- 
ing while  I  ate  those  biscuits  you  made  me. 
What's  the  use  of  you  running  this  house 
when  you  might  come  over  and  live  in  mine 
and  then  you  wouldn't  be  lonesome. 

"Why,  I  could,  couldn't  I?"  replied  Mandy. 

And  that  is  why  the  next  week  found  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Hiram  Long  smiling  at  each  other 
over  a  plate  of  golden  brown  biscuits. 

Doris  Condon,  '17 


US    BOYS    OF  T   THREE. 


All  German  sharks  are  we,  are  we  (?) 
Us  speed  boys  of  T  3,   T3; 
We  all  delight  to  study  at  night   (?) 
The    speech    of    Germany. 


Miss  Zeller's  pet  class  are  we,  are  we  (?) 
Us  speed  boys  of  T  3,   T3; 
We  all  do  shine  when  we  read  a  line 
In   the  speech   of   Germany. 


Our  lessons  help  us  all  you  see, 

Us  speed  boys  of  T  3,  T3; 

We  now  can  spoon  'neath  the  silvery  moon 

With  the  speech  of  Germany.   (?) 

G.  Prout,  T  3 


This    'midnight    oil'    stuff    is    no    joke," 
The    angry    father    said. 
My   money's   going   up   in   smoke 
When    son    should    be    in    bed. ' ' 

—Ex. 


If    you    hear    a    joke    or    phrase 
That    really    makes    you    grin, 

Don't   waste   it   on   yourself, 
Write  it  down  and  send  it  in. 


-Ex. 


SENIORS !—  Attention— JUNIORS ! 
CAN  YOU  DANCE? 

If    not,    better    learn    now!     Class    Receptions    and 
Parties  will  soon  begin  so  prepare  for  them  now. 
Benj.  A.  Knapp  of  Huntington  Chambers 

conducts  a  Class  in  (ilide  and  Modern  Dancing  at   the 

WISTARIA  BUNGALOW 

Cottage  St.,  Off  Hancock  St. 

New   term  begins  Wednesday   Eve.,   Jan.    12th  and 
ends  just  in  time  ior  the  Class  Parties. 

Rates:     $5.00  term  of  10  weeks.     Join  Now! 

For  further  information  apply 

C.  H.   YULE,    632  WASHINGTON  ST.,  QUINCY. 

Eve.  5  to  7  Phone  749-W. 
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WINTER  TIME. 


Keen,  bitter,  stinging  cold,  the  earth's 
snow-crust  beneath,  and  the  sharp  blue  sky 
overhead !  Men  cuddle  into  their  overcoats, 
and  the  laborers  out  of  doors  beat  them 
selves  to  warm  their  freezing  bodies.  Those 
who  can,  stay  within  doors,  and  build  high 
the  winter  fires  to  protect  themselves  from 
the  north  wind  which  has  its  sway. 

Then  comes  the  snow.  The  gray  clouds 
hover  and  gather.  The  first  snow  flakes  come 
down,  then  a  score,  and  then  thousands, 
floating  and  fluttering  until  the  earth  is  quite 
hidden.  The  whole  country  is  covered  with 
the  white  mantle;  the  woods  are  trans- 
formed. The  evergreens  bend  low  with 
their  white  burden,  and  on  the  ground  nearby 
may  be  seen  the  tiny  foot-prints  of  the 
birds  who  come  from  their  nests  for  food. 
The  chick-a-dees  and  the  flocks  of  chattering 


snow-birds  are  on  their  usual  winter  visit. 
Squirrels,  rabbits  and  sometimes  the  fox  are 
seen . 

Then  comes  January's  thaw.  The  earth 
that  was  hard  with  frost  begins  to  soften. 
The  snow  disappears  from  the  trees  and  house 
tops  and  the  ice  on  the  pond  cracks.  Under 
foot  is  slush  and  water. 

But  afterward  a  great  cold  spell  comes,  an 
ice  storm,  leaving  the  ponds,  roads,  and  side- 
walks one  sheet  of  ice.  The  shrubs,  trees 
and  woods  are  again  transformed  as  the  long 
points  of  glittering  ice  hang  on  their  boughs 
and  branches.  The  lakes  are  smooth  and 
glassy.  What  more  could  one  wish  than 
the  thrilling  pleasure  of  the  moon-light 
skater.  Surely  winter  is  the  best  time  of  the 
year ! 

Alice  Marr. 


Student's  Letter  Sent  Home. 

Roses    are    red, 
Violets    blue. 
Send    me    ten    dollars 
And   I  '11   think  of  you. 

Father's  Reply. 

Some   roses   are   red, 
And   others   pink 
Enclosed    find    ten    dollars 
I  don't  think! 


—Ex. 


Pulman  Porter: — "Next  stop  is  yo' 
station,  sah;  shall  I  brush  you  off  now?" 

Dusty  Traveler: — "No;  it's  not  neces- 
sary; when  the  trains  stops,  I  can  get  off." 

-Ex. 


Why    Should    He? 

Geometry  Teacher: — When  two  faces 
coincide,   what  is  formed? 

Dignified  Junior: — Why-er-really  I-er- 
don't   know.  — Ex. 


Lady: — I  would  like  a  pound  of  cheese  and 
a  pound  of  large  crackers  for  a  Welch  rarebit. 

Storekeeper: — Well,  I  can  give  you  the 
cheese,  but  I  ain't  got  any  o'them  square 
crackers.  Won't  your  rabbit  eat  the  little 
round  ones?  — Ex. 


A  Hungary  Austrian,  with  his  Montenegrin 
valet,  entered  a  German  cafe  in  Belgium  and 
asked  for  a  plate  of  roast  Turkey  and  an 
English  stew  in  a  Japanese  dish  with  a  side 
dish  of  Italian  spaghetti.  The  French  waiter 
said,  "I  am  sorry,  but  business  is  too  Russian, 
I  can't  Servia."  — Ex. 


His  Test. 


"Casey,"  said  Pat,  how  do  yez  tell  the 
age  of  a  fowl?' ' 

"Oi  can  always  tell  by  the  teeth,"  said 
Casey. 

"By  the  teeth!"  exclaimed  Pat.  "But  a 
fowl   has   no   teeth." 

"No,"  admitted  Casey,   "but  Oi  have." 

-Ex. 


12 


The     Golden-  Rod 


SCHOOL  LIFE. 


DEBATING  CLUB. 

A  regular  meeting  of  the  society  was  held 
in  room  7  on  the  evening  of  November  24. 
Messrs.  Lundin,  Nixon,  and  Hingston  were 
appointed  judges  and  Mr  Marr,  time  keeper. 
Smith,  Pope,  and  Mac  Mahon,  for  the 
affirmative,  were  awarded  the  decision  over 
Dennehy,  for  the  negative,  on  the  question, 
' '  Resolved :  that  participation  in  summer 
baseball,  on  independent  teams,  for  com- 
pensation not  to  exceed  $1000,  should  not 
prohibit  athletes  under  twenty-three  years  of 
age  from  participating  in  college  sports." 
The  play  committee  reported  that  $74.71 
had  been  turned  over  to  the  Athletic  Com- 
mittee as  the  proceeds  of  the  play,  "For  Old 
Eli."  The  membership  committee  submitted 
the  names  of  Henry  Peterson  and  John 
Mahoney  and  both  were  admitted  to  the 
society. 

The  question  discussed  at  the  regular 
meeting  on  the  evening  of  December  8,  was, 
' '  Resolved :  that  the  United  States  should 
place  an  embargo  on  the  exportation  of  arms 
and  munitions  of  war  to  belligerent  nations  in 
time  of  war."  The  judges,  Messrs.  Lundin, 
Mac  Mahon,  and  Brown  awarded  a  un- 
animous decision  to  Brokaw  and  Mahoney 
of  the  negative  against  Bowen  and  Burgess 
of  the  affirmative,  after  a  debate  frequently 
interrupted  by  the  disorder  of  the  meeting. 
After  a  weak  discussion  the  personal  con- 
victions gave  a  three  to  two  vote  for  the 
affirmative.  The  questions  submitted  by  the 
question  committee  brought  a  strong  dif- 
ference of  opinion  among  the  members  but 
finally,  after  a  roll  call  vote,  the  following 
question  was  accepted,  "Resolved:  that  the 
plan  to  "slice"  the  common  for  the  purpose 
of  widening  Park,  Tremont,  and  Boylston 
streets,  as  proposed  by  Mr.  Curley,  should  be 
followed."  Because  of  the  predominating 
hilarity   among    the    members    present    little 


general  business  was  transacted.  C.  H. 
Bailey  was  admitted  to  the  society  at  this 
meeting. 

The  largest  attendance  of  the  year  turned 
up  at  the  school  for  the  regular  meeting  on 
the  evening  of  December  22.  The  dis- 
putants for  the  debate  on  the  "New  Years" 
question  were:  affirmative — Hingston,  Kidder, 
and  Leander;  negative — Jaycox  and  Peterson. 
After  a  very  interesting  debate  the  judges, 
Messrs.  Fuller,  Burgess,  and  Erickson  gave  a 
two  to  one  decision  for  the  affirmative. 
Mc  Cormick  was  time  keeper.  After  a  very 
heated  discussion  it  was  decided  that  a  social 
be  given  under  the  direction  of  the  enter- 
tainment committee  to  which  all  members  of 
the  Thalia  Club  be  invited.  The  date  set 
for  the  social  was  January  7,  the  committee 
receiving  permission  to  draw  on  the  treasury 
for  a  sums,  not  to  exceed  $o .  00  to  defray  the 
cost  of  refreshments. 

The  following  amendment  to  the  constitut- 
ion was  laid  on  the  table;  '  'That  a  committee 
of  three  be  elected  at  semi-annual  elections  to 
act  as  a  supreme  court  whose  duty  it  shall  be 
to  hear  defenses  in  relation  to  fines  and  who 
shall  also  decide  any  parliamentary  ruling 
that  the  president  sees  fit  to  refer  to  them. ' ' 

After  an  accusation  from  the  floor,  Pope 
tendered  his  resignation  and  left  the  meeting. 
The  meeting  upheld  the  president  but  took 
no  action  in  regards  to  the  resignation.  A 
discussion  of  fines  was  laid  on  the  table. 
Roland  Newcomb  was  admitted  to  the 
society. 

THALIA   CLUB. 

On  Friday,  November  30th,  the  Thalia 
Club  observed  Initiation  Day  for  the  Juniors, 
who  were  to  be  admitted  into  the  club.  This 
meeting,  held  in  the  gymnasium,  opened  with 
a  chat  of  half  an  hour,  in  which  time  every 
Junior  had  talked  with  every  Senior.     After 
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this  each  Junior  accomplished  some  feat, 
which  made  a  very  enjoyable  program  for 
the  Seniors.  Refreshments  of  cider,  in- 
dividual pumpkin  pies,  peanuts,  and  sugar 
doughnuts  were  served.  Then  dancing  was 
enjoyed  for  an  hour  or  so. 

On  Thursday,  December  9th,  an  open 
literary  meeting  was  held  in  room  30.  Mr. 
Horst,  the  speaker  of  the  occasion,  gave  a 
very  interesting  talk  on  the  people,  land, 
and  customs  of  Germany.  After  this  a 
social  hour  was  held,  during  which  cocoa  and 
crackers  were  served  by  the  committee  in 
charge. 

At  the  time  of  going  to  press  preparations 
have  been  completed  for  the  Alumnae  meet- 
ing, which  is  to  be  held  on  January  3rd,  and 
is  to  be  in  the  form  of  a  New  Year's  Party. 
All  Alumnae  of  the  club  have  been  invited. 

GERMAN    CLUB. 

The  first  meeting  of  the  High  School 
German  Club  was  held  in  the  Hall  on 
December  3.  The  officers  elected  were: 
President,  Mahoney;  Vice-president,  Miss 
White;  Secretary,  Miss  Luke.  Refreshment, 
entertainment,  and  game  committees  were 
chosen.  The  meeting  continued  with  music 
and  a  short  talk  on  the  life  of  Wagner  by 
Franc  Johnson.  The  game  "Authors"  was 
played  and  those  present  also  matched 
proverbs.  After  refreshments,  furnished  by 
Miss  Zeller  had  been  served,  the  meeting 
closed  at  4:40. 

The  second  meeting  of  the  club  was  called 
to  order  by  President  Mahoney  in  room  34  on 
the  afternoon  of  December  16.  After  the 
appointment  of  committees,  lectures  based  on 
castles  along  the  Rhine  were  given  by  the 
following  members:  the  Misses  White,  Mc  Cue 
Haneon,  and  Ducey.  Refreshments  were 
served,   the  meeting  closed  at  4:40. 

MUSIC. 

The  members  of  the  mixed  Glee  Club  are 
as  follows: 


Soprano. 

Alto. 

Miss 

Parlee 

Miss  Mac  Mahon 

i  t 

Jones 

"     Gooding 

i  i 

Avery 

"     McCabe 

1 1 

Kemp 

"     Hobson. 

ii 

Finn 

Tenor. 

Bass. 

Axberg 

Bowen. 

Gibb 

Baron. 

Palmer 

Blake. 

Stephenson 

Dely. 

Ceonin. 

Tobbenboske 
Schools. 

The  Glee  Club,  under  the  direction  of 
Miss  Howes,  has  rehearsals  in  the  Hall  on 
Monday  afternoons,  and  is  followed  by  the 
orchestra.     Both  are  doing  good  work. 

The  last  two  periods  on  Thursday,  Decem- 
ber 23,  were  given  over  to  the  annual  Christ- 
mas concert.  Thirty  dollars  had  been  con- 
tributed by  the  members  of  the  school  which 
made  it  possible  to  have  an  interesting  and 
enjoyable   program,    as   follows: 

1.  Hark!    the    Herald    Angels    Sing. 

Sung  by  the  School. 

2.  a.  Serenade Gounod. 

b.  My  Laddie Leroy. 

Mrs.  Edgar  Marden. 

3.  Why  do  the  Nation  from  the  "Messiah" 

Handel. 
Mr.    William    Nye. 

4.  a.  The  Crusaders Rollinson. 

b.  Lisolette   Adam. 

High  School  Orciikstra. 

5.  Silent  Night. 

School. 

6.  Oh,    Little    Town    of    Bethlehem    (with 

violin  obligato)  Conant. 
Girls'   Glee   Club. 

7.  Elsa's  Dream  from  "Lohengrin"    Wagner. 

Mrs.    Marden. 

8.  a.  Long  ago  in  Alcala Messager. 

b.  Young  Tom  (V  Devon Russel. 

Mr.   Nye. 

9.  Oh,    Come   All    Ye    Faithful. 

School. 
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At  an  assembly  in  the  Hall  on  the  morning 
of  November  29,  Mr.  Collins  spoke  of  several 
things  that  have  come  to  his  attention. 
He  repeated  the  rule  that  all  pupils  remain- 
ing in  the  school  after  1 :15  do  so  in  room  1 
unless  remaining  with  a  teacher.  He  then 
instituted  a  new  rule  to  the  effect  that  pupils 
on  coming  to  school  in  the  morning  must  go 
directly  to  their  rooms  and  not  loiter  in  the 
corridors.  The  girls  were  requested  to 
hang  up  their  wraps  in  the  proper  place  and 
not  drop  them  in  a  pile  on  the  basement 
stairs  where,  although  they  may  be  more 
easily  attainable,  they  serve  as  a  mar  to  the 
tidiness  of  the  building.  He  also  advertised 
the  school  calendar  and  requested  that  pupils 
contribute  five  cents  apiece  toward  the 
Christmas   concert. 

At  an  assembly  held  on  the  following 
Monday  morning,  after  the  school's  athletes 
had  been  rewarded  in  the  usual  way,  Mr. 
Collins  defined  the  bounds  in  relation  to  the 
pond,  saying  that  the  pond  is  "out  of  bounds" 
until  the  ice  is  safe  and  that  after  the  ice  is 
solid  the  land  on  the  opposite  side  is  "out  of 
bounds." 

We  welcome  Mr.  John  Fuller,  who  has 
taken  Mr.  Kinder's  place,  and  Miss  Paige 
who  has  filled  the  vacancy  caused  by  the 
resignation   of   Miss    Bostwick. 

The  ice  on  the  pond  held  on  December  13. 
Here's  wishing  for  a  joyous  winter  with  the 
pleasure  of  its  sports. 

The  first  "School  Calendar,"  the  work  of 
the  senior  class  and  the  drawing  classes 
appeared  on  December  16.  On  the  front 
was  a  picture  of  the  school.  Appropriate 
articles  for  the  months  of  the  year  were 
written  by  the  following  seniors:  Edward 
Lamb,  Sherman  Brokaw,  Helen  Townsend, 
Annie  L.  Jenkins,  Helen  Rogers,  Florence 
Wetmore,  S.  F.  Yule,  Leon  Biganess,  Israel 
Zirlstein,  Anna  Campbell,  Lilian  Palmer, 
Elizabeth   Butman,   Pauline  Randall,   Hilton 


Marr,  Hester  C.  Harkins,  and  Mildred 
Harrison.  The  artistic  borders  for  the  four 
seasons  were  designed  by,  Evelyn  Luke, 
Spring;  Florence  Tobin,  Summer;  Sumner 
Swingle,  Fall;  Ruth  Cropper,    Winter. 

In  the  C4  and  N  4,  T  4,  English  classes 
speeches  on  authors  from  English  and  con- 
temporary American  literature  have  been 
the  work  for  the  past  few  weeks. 

The  junior  and  senior  commercial  English 
classes  have  prepared  compositions  on  the 
'  'American  Merchant  Marine:  Its  Decadence, 
Its  Restoration." 

The  T  3,  English  class  had  two  interesting 
meetings  lately  during  which  "mock  courts" 
were  held.  The  case  was  that  of  a  man  who 
stole  an  auto  returning  it  the  next  morning. 
His  defence  was  that  he  was  a  doctor  and  had 
received  an  urgent  call.  The  case  has  been 
appealed. 

On  Monday  afternoon  December  20,  a 
number  of  the  members  of  the  science 
classes  gathered  in  room  33,  under  the  charge 
of  Mr.  Paulsen,  with  the  intention  of  forming 
a  Science  Club  in  the  school.  Baker  was 
elected  temporary  chairman  and  Pierce  tem- 
porary secretary.  The  chairman  named 
Rasmussen,  Minnehan,  and  Barry  as  a 
committee  to  make  all  requirements  and  re- 
commendation for  the  formation  of  this 
club.  January  4  was  decided  upon  as  the 
aate  of  the  next  meeting. 

Those    conversations    in    the    corridors    at 
1 :1b,  where  three  is  a  crowd,  have  become 
luite  necessary  to  the  daily  routine  of  quite  a 
number  now.     They  look  very  interesting. 

The  office  announces  that  the  following 
were  on  the  honor  list  for  the  first  quarter: 

1915 

William  Mac  Mahon 

1916 

Alfred  Clough  Mildred  Harrison 

Hilton  Marr 
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1917 


Esther  Bagg 
Mary  Dalpe 
Hildegarde  Ducey 
Russell  C.  Johnson 
Agnes  Mc  Carthy 


Mary  Mc  Cue 
William  Martin 
Esther  Miller 
Henry  Peterson 
Dorothy  Priest 


Priseilla  White 


1918 


Madeline  Coulson 
Lawrence  Curtin 
Violet  Finn 
David  Gesmer 
Flavia  Gustafson 


Esther  Jackson 
Alma  Lawry 
Marjorie  Leach 
Sara  Mc  Cabe 
Lillian  Walters 


Roval   Weymouth 


1919 


Harriot  Barbour 
Ernest  Bizzozero 
Ruth  Chandler 
Margaret  Dahlen 
Everett  Emerson 
Richard  Ericsen 


Ruth  Mc  Grath 
Catherine  Main 
Rosa  Olson 
Judith  Page 
Dorothy  Partridge 
Harry  Shapiro 


The  editor  feels  that  an  unpleasant  subject 
has  reached  such  an  extent  that  it  requires 
drastic  means  to  be  subdued  .  The  conduct 
of  many  of  the  boys  on  school  cars  to  and 
from  school  is  so  absolutely  unmannerly  that 
it  can  no  longer  be  endured.  On  the  special 
from  Atlantic,  in  particular,  it  has  become  the 
custom  among  a  certain  class  of  boys,  to 
skip  fares,  ring  the  bells,  and  do  other  things 
to  annoy  the  conductor,  as  well  as  others, 
and  also  to  delay  the  car.  If  this  practice 
does  not  stop  the  Golden  Rod  is  in  a  position 
to  publish  the  names  of  the  offenders. 


1916. 

A  meeting  of  the  senior  class  was  held  in 
the  Hall  at  the  close  of  school  on  Friday, 
December  10.  After  hearing  the  report  of 
the  Photo  Committee,  and  looking  over  the 
samples  offered  by  the  three  photographers  of 


Quincy,  the  class  elected  Mr.  Pierce  class 
photographer.  His  work  and  prices  seemed 
most  satisfactory  and  he  was  considered 
most  capable  for  the  group  picture. 


1917. 

The  projection  lantern,  purchased  with 
proceeds  of  past  "Golden  Rods,"  the  final 
payment  for  which  is  to  be  made  by  the 
junior  class,  has  arrived  at  the  school  and  a 
screen  has  been  placed  in  the  Hall. 


1918. 

Mr.  Collins  called  a  meeting  to  organize 
the  sophomore  class  on  Tuesday,  November 
30.  The  nominating  committee,  consisting 
of  one  pupil  to  represent  each  ward  of  the 
city,   was  chosen. 

Because  of  the  small  attendance  at  a  meet- 
ing held  in  the  Hall  December  22,  no  business 
was  transacted. 

Robert  W.  Pope, 
News  Editor. 


Tourist: — "You  have  an  unusually  large 
acreage  of  corn  under  cultivation.  Don't  the 
crows  annoy  you  a  great  deal?" 

Farmer: — "O,  no,  not  to  any  extent." 

Tourist:—  'That's  peculiar,  considering 
you   have  no  scare-crows. ' ' 

Farmer: — "O,  well,  you  see  I  'm  out  here  a 
good  deal  of  the  time  myself. ' '  —Ex. 

NOTICE  TO  SENIORS! 

Before  engaging  hall  fcr  Class  Parties  and  Receptions 
have  youi  Committee  visit 

THEE  WISTARIA  BUNGALOW 

Cottage  St.  Off  Hancock  Si. 

Select  Cozy  Reasonable. 

Artiscially   decorated    hall   room,    accommodating   50 

couple— cozy  window  seats —open  fireplace.  Japane-  ■ 
refreshment  rooms  — ladies  and  stents  retiring  rooms- 
kitchen  with  gas  range. 

For  particulars  apply 

C.  J.  Yule,    632  Wash.  St.,     Quincy.      Phone  749- W 

.">  to  7  P.  M. 
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ALUMNI  NOTES. 


What  has  happened  to  that  splendid  Alumni 
Association  that  was  so  well  started  last 
year?  Pupils  in  the  high  school  would  like 
to  hear  more  of  the  association,  so  that  they 
may  have  something  to  look  forward  to, 
after  graduating. 


Marjorie  Fay,  '04,  formerly  a  teacher  in 
Quincy  High  School,  is  teaching  English,  at 
Tuscon,   Arizona. 


Genevieve  Eugan,   '12,  is  teaching  at  the 
Adams  School,  Quincy. 


Beatrice   Cashman   and   Thomas   O'Brien, 
both  of  the  class  of  1904,  are  married. 


Esther  Hinchon,    '13,  has  a  position  with 
the  Vulcan   Tool    Company. 


Marie    Bruton,     '13,    is    teaching    at    the 
Willard   Grammar  School,   Quincy. 


Edward  Berman,  '14,  was  a  member  of  the 
first  foot-ball  team,  at  Bridgewater  Normal 
School. 

Margaret  Shyne,  '13,  is  teaching  at  the 
Washington  Grammar  Schhol,  Quincy. 


Arthur    Blake,     '14    is    at    Massachusetts 
Institute  of  Technology. 


Esther  Hermanson,  '15  has  entered  Burdett 
College.  

Katherine  Gesmer,  T7  is  attending  Burdett 
College. 

Gustaf  Von  Colin,  '15  is  at  Boston  Normal 
Art  School. 

The  editor  of  this  column  wishes  to  correct 
the  mistake  concerning  Robert  Foy.  He  is 
not  working  at  Adams  Market,  but  is  at 
Boston  College. 

We  are  very  fortunate  in  having  the  fol- 
lowing, most  interesting  letter  from  one  of 
last  year's  class: 


To  the  Alumni  Editor: — 

I  have  been  asked  several  times  by  my  old 
classmates  and  others  why  I  went  into 
Y.  M.  C.  A.  work  and  just  what  my  work  is. 
As  the  Boy's  Secretary  of  the  Nashua  Young 
Men's  Christian  Association,  I  deal  with  a 
great  number  of  the  boys  and  young  men  of 
the  city.  In  Nashua  there  are  a  great  many 
nationalities,  making  the  religious  work  of  the 
Association  very  difficult. 

The  work  of  the  Young  Men's  Christian 
Association,  and  especially  that  of  the  boys' 
division,  is  very  interesting  and  extremely 
satisfying,  for  there  is  no  more  pleasure 
obtainable  than  the  pleasure  derived  from 
"doing  good"  and  from  "helping  the  other 
fellow." 

Every  boy  is  likened  unto  an  unrefillable 
bottle,  being  brim  full  of  life  and  goodness  in 
his  early  years.  An  unrefillable  bottle  as  is 
used  today  by  some  of  our  large  extract  con- 
cerns cannot  be  refilled  after  the  contests  of 
the  bottle  have  been  emptied.  A  boy,  like- 
wise, cannot  fully  regain  his  strength  and 
goodness  after  once  losing  it.  Every  time  a 
boy  swears,  lies,  smokes,  or  in  fact  does  any- 
thing which  is  not  noble  and  manly,  his 
bottle  loses  some  of  its  goodness  and  will  not 
easily  refill.  Knowing  this  and  realizing  how 
ignorant  most  young  fellows  are  of  these 
truths,  I  felt  that  an  oppoitunity  for  service 
was  befoie  me  and  I  decided  to  spend  at 
least  a  few  years  of  my  life  trying  to  guide 
boys,  especially  those  boys  who  are  not  blessed 
with  good  homes  and  parents,  over  that 
critical  period  in  their  lives  where  temptations 
seem  to  come  with  ever  increasing  speed  and 
force. 

To  say  that  I  enjoy  my  work  would  be 
stating  my  sentiments  in  a  very  mild  way.  I 
live  in  my  work  and  am  thankful  and  proud 
of  the  opportunity  which  has  been  given  me 
to  serve.  Sturgis  H.  Hunt,  '15. 

Dorothy  M. Stevens 
Alumni  Editor. 


CHANGES 


We  are  always  glad  to  have  the  pupils  of 
the  school  read  our  exchanges,  which  they 
will  find  in  the  library.  Any  paper,  with  the 
permission  of  the  exchange  editor,  may  be 
taken     out     for     one     night. 

With     each     successive  issue   this    column 
steadily      increases.     This     month     we     are 
pleased  to  welcome  the  following: — 
The  Blue  and  White — Franklin,  Mass. 
The  Mercury — -West  Springfield,  Mass. 
The  Tryout — Haverhill,  Mass. 
The  High  School  Herald — Westfield,  Mass. 
The  Tradesman — High  School  of  Commerce, 

Boston,  Mass. 
The    Marion    High    School    Survey — Marion, 

Indiana. 
The  Pasco  School  News — Dade  City,  Florida. 
The  P.  I.  H.  S.  Flyer — Presque    Isle,  Maine 
The  Record — Smith  Academy,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 
The  Clarion — West  Hartford,   Conn. 
Lasell  Leaves — Auburndale,  Mass. 
The    Salmagundi — Aroostook    State    Normal 

School,    Presque    Isle,    Maine. 


the  last  issue  there  is  one  thing  lacking:  an 
exchange  column. 


The    Salmagundi: — We    admire  the    neat 
arrangement    of    your    numerous  advertise- 
ments.    The     cut     for     "Stings"  and     the 
column  itself  are  great! 


The  Record,  St.  Louis: — Your  jokes  are 
all  exchange  jokes.  Do  you  not  think  that 
some  original  class  jokes  would  improve  your 
column? 


The  Mercury: — You  are  a  new  comer 
welcomed  to  our  midst.  We  are  delighted 
to  make  your  acquaintance.  Come  often,  so 
we  may  know  you  better. 


The  Tradesman: — Your  cover  design  is  a 
dandy.  All  the  departments  of  your  maga- 
zine are  well  arranged  and  full  of  good 
material. 


The  P.  I.  H.  S.  Flyer:— You  have  a  fine  Tne  HiSh  SchooJ  Herald:— -It  is  good  to  see 

exchange  column  for  a  weekly  paper.     The  a  long  literary  department  like  yours.     There 

cut  of  your  local  column  is  certainly  suggestive  is    too    much    repetition    in    your    exchange 

of  the  gossip  which   follows.  column. 


The  Tryout: — Your  stories  are  all  clever.  The  P.  I.  II.  S.  Flyer: — says  of  the  Golden 
The  poem  entitled  "  '0.000"  is  exceedingly  Rod,  "W7e  are  glad  to  welcome  you  again 
good.  this  year.  Your  cover  design  and  exchange 
department  are  very  good." 

The  Marion  High  School  Suney: — Always  Marion  C.  Hardy. 

the  same  interesting    little     newspaper.     In  Exchange  Editor. 


ATHVEi  i 


BASKET    BALL. 

On  the  afternoon  of  December  3rd,  the 
coaches  called  for  basket-ball  volunteers. 
The  call  was  well  answered,  about  thirty 
candidates  reporting.  Practice  was  started 
on  December  7th,  and  since  then  the  boys 
have  been  working  hard.  The  practice  has 
proven  rather  a  sifting  box  and  the  team  has 
been  cut  down  considerably.  Those  who 
will  make  up  the  team  are:  Capt.  Beaton, 
Welsford,  Baker,  Asklund,  Le  Cain,  Jenkins, 
Shand,  Walker,  Desmond,  Mullen,  Mecagni, 
Prout,  and  Gilliat.  Jenkins  and  Desmond 
have  shown  up  especially  well  in  practice, 
as  well  as  Beaton  and  Welsford,  the  popular 
stars  on  last  year's  team.  Although  the 
material  is  light,  the  team  hopes  to  make  up 
for  this  deficiency  with  its  speed.  The 
second  team  and  the  class  teams  will  play 
between   the   halves   as   last   year. 

QUINCY  17,    ALUMNI  13. 

Dec.  21,  1915.  Quincy  proved  too  fast 
for  the  alumni  team  and  defeated  them  in  the 
first  game  played  this  season.  The  game  was 
a  close  one,  and  if  the  alumni  had  had  a  little 
more  practise,  perhaps  the  score  would  have 
been  different.  Beaton,  Jenkins,  Desmond, 
and  Shand  scored  for  Quincy.  Sam  Prout, 
Davis,  Crane,  and  Crosscup  were  the  scorers 
for  the  alumni. 

Between  the  halves  the  faculty  gave  the 
second  team  a  trouncing,  defeating  them 
26  to  23.  The  faculty  team  is  exceptionally 
good  this  year.  Mr.  French  had  everything 
his  own  way  scoring  most  of  the  points  for 
the  faculty.  Mr.  Mansur  also  played  well. 
Baker,  Mecagni,  Walker,  and  Le  Cain  all 
scored   for  the  second   team. 


ATHLETIC  NOTES. 

Mr.  Thompson  hopes  to  secure  the  Y.  M. 
C.  A.  track  for  winter  practice.  By  this 
means  the  boys  can  keep  in  training.  It  is 
hoped  that  Quincy  High  will  make  a  better 
showing  this  year  in  the  B.  A.  A.  meet. 


A  meeting  of  the  athletic  committee  was 
held  in  Room  3  on  December  10th.  As  a 
result  of  complications  arising  at  the  track 
meet  this  fall,  a  new  rule  was  made  to  the 
effect  that  all  members  of  a  winning  class 
relay  team  will  receive  numerals.  It  was 
suggested  that  track  events  be  held  in  the 
gym.  The  committee  thought  this  to  be  a 
good  plan  and  steps  are  being  taken  to  for- 
ward it.  Lindsay  was  elected  the  freshman 
member  of  the  athletic  committee. 


Milton  Moore  is  the  acting  manager  of  the 
tennis  team. 


Some  changes  have  been  made  in  the 
basket  ball  schedule  as  printed  in  the  last 
issue  of  the  " Golden  Rod."  The  game 
scheduled  with  Thayer  Academy  for  the  4th. 
of  January  has  been  changed  to  the  14th  of 
January  and  will  be  played  at  Quincy. 
Woburn  will  play  Quincy  at  Quincy  on  the 
4th   of   January. 


At  the  Monday  morning  meeting  held 
December  6th,  the  football  candidates  were 
awarded  their  Q's.  Mr.  Collins  gave  a 
short  talk  commending  the  boys  for  their 
orderly  and  sportsmanlike  conduct  throughout 
the   season. 

Sherman  S.  Brokaw, 
Athletic  Editor. 


(Miss    Dawes    asking    for    slogans). 
Joe    Tite: — "Are   you    alive?" 
Miss   Dawes: — Yes,   and  you   had   better 
'be  prepared." 


Mr.  Roache  (after  talking  about  Washing- 
ton's  portrait  being  painted  by  Stuart) : — ■ 
Some  people  now-a-days  have  themselves 
painted. 


Miss     Day,     (speaking     of     Keats) : — His 
mother  died   at   nine. 


Room    24: — What    does    muliercas 
women)   correspond   to  in   English? 
Diamond    '17: — Chickens. 


(little 


Miss  Ward: — That  does  not  sound  like 
Mahoney's    own    report. 

Mahoney: — Well,  who  would  be  suspected 
of  writing  it? 

ABIE'S  EXCUSE. 

Abie  Igglesworth,  a  little  Jewish  boy  of  the 
fourteenth  district,  New  York,  was  told  by 
his  school  teacher  that  he  must  bring  an 
excuse  from  home  for  being  absent  the  day 
before.  This  is  what  Abie  brought  the 
teacher,  scribbled  on  the  back  of  a  hand 
bill; 

Mine  dear  teecher — bleese  excuses  mine 
boy  Abie  for  beeing  not  in  school  yestaday. 
Abie  went  by  mine  housband  on  the  reg 
teem  for  to  help  him  buy  regs  and  botles  and 
mine  little  Abie  done  too  dolars  of  buziness 
for  mine  housband  and  maybe  yet  agen  he 
mey  bee  not  in  school  for  the  same  excuses, 


liddle  Ishaldoor  is  sick  by  the  bed  or  alse  I 
wood  come  and  see  you.  Hopeng  you  Abie 
will   excuses. 

Yours  trully 

Sarah  Igglesworth,. 
Edwin  G.  Lakin,  '17. 


Miss  Bickford: — Higgins,  gave  the  prin- 
cipal parts  of  metre. 

Higgins: — Metre,  mettant — how  do  you 
pronounce   M  —  I  —  T  ? 

Miss    Bickford: — Generally    Technology. 


Miss  Dawes: — Miss  Campbell,  you  didn't 
look  at  anybody  while  speaking. 

Miss  Campbell: — I  did;  I  looked  at  Mr. 
Clough. 

Miss  Dawes: — I'm  afraid  we  can't  let  you 
show   partiality. 

We  Think  so  Too. 


Lamb  (giving  secretary's  report),; — After 
Miss  Campbell's  talk,  Miss  Dawes  suggested 
that  Miss  Campbell  should  omit  many  of  her 
dates. 


Miss  Thompson: — How  do  I  know  that 
there  is  any  measure  of  the  angles? 

Brokaw: — Well,    take   a   measure. 

Miss  Thompson: — I  don't  know  how.  Be- 
sides I  have  always  been  taught  not  to  take 
anything. 


Kaufman: — How  do  you  check  the  first 
problem? 

Mr.  Paulson: — What  problem?  I  don't 
see  any  problem  involving  checkers. 
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Little    Politenesses  fop  Lunch-Time. 

I 

Be  sure  and  run  from  the  room  at  the  tick 
of  the  clock.  The  bells  were  only  put  there 
so  that   the  electrician   could    earn   a  living. 

II 

Always  run  up  the  stairs.  In  polite  Q' 
H.  S.  society  it  is  considered  necessary  to 
knock  down  at  least  three  Freshmen  a  day. 
They  make  a  beautiful  green  carpet  to  walk 
upon. 

Ill 

Rush  past  the  teacher.  Do  not  heed  what 
she  says,  but  make  her  realize  that  she  is 
nothing  but  an   ornament. 

IV. 

Always  bump  into  a  person  carrying  a 
teacher's  tray.  Never  miss  the  chance!  To 
take  time  going  upstairs  would  seem  as  if 
you  were  in  no  hurry  to  devour  the  food 
prepared  by  the  cooking  class.  This  would 
be  discourteous. 

V 

On  reaching  the  counter  demand  that  you 
be  waited  on  immediately.  Make  your 
demands  in  as  loud  tones  as  possible.  In- 
form the  waitresses  that  they  are  there  for  the 
purpose  of  attending  to  your  wants  first. 

VI 

Be  very  careful  to  slip  into  line  ahead  of 
where  you  belong.  This  stirs  up  such  kindly 
feeling  in   those  directly   behind. 

VII 

Make  comments  about  the  food — it  is 
encouraging  to  those  who  make  it. 

VIII 

When  you  go  for  sandwiches  be  sure  and 
push  the  crowd  right  and  left.  That's  what 
your  basket-ball  training  is  for. 


IX 

In  coming  out  of  the  crowd  be  sure  to  spill 
your  soup  on  a  half  dozen  persons.  It's 
their  fault.     They  ought  to  wear  aprons. 

X 

Stand  in  the  middle  of  the  hall  while  you  are 
eating.  The  patrons  like  to  glide  around  your 
back.  Or,  if  possible,  stand  in  front  of  the 
blackboard  so  others  cannot  see  the  menu. 

XI 

If  there  is  no  waste  basket  near,  don't 
look  for  one.  Just  throw  whatever  rubbish 
you  have  on  the  floor.  Mr.  Hart  likes  the 
exercise   of   picking   it   up. 

XII 

Always  place  soiled  dishes  with  the  clean 
ones  so  that  they  may  be  used  again.  This 
saves   dish   washing. 

XIII 

Go    down    the    wrong    stairway. 


Grady  '17  (in  Latin): — Don't  chew  use.- 
Miss  O'Neill: — No,   I    don't,. 
Grady: — Don't    what? 
Miss   O'Neill: — Don't  chew. 


Translating  in   French: — He  sprained   the 
fingers  of  his  hands  and   feet. 


Miss  Campbell  (talking  of  Browning) : — 
He  seems  to  have  had  a  very  happy  life. 
His  wife  died   in   1861. 


Jenkins  corrected  a  Latin  paper.  Here 
is  what  he  wrote,: — (Here  is  the  write 
form). 


Joe   Barber    (hugging  Hatch). 
Miss  Zeller  : — If  you  want  to  hug  some  one, 
Barber,    come  around  after  school. 
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Mahoney  (reciting  in  Ancient  History) : — 
One  day  a  Spartan  stole  a  fox  and  put  it 
inside  his  vest.  He  didn't  want  to  get  caught, 
but  the  fox  kept  eating  his  body.  The  boy 
was  so  brave  that  he  didn't  say  anything 
until   he   was  dead. 


If  "Pudge"  Prout  had  to  clean  a  carpet 
would   "Little"   help  him   "Beat-on"   it? 


ZlRLSTEiN: — Ruskin'     describes     women 
better   than   anything   else. 


A  Knock. 
There  was  a  young  man  named  Harry, 
Though  he  made  love,  he  never  did  marry, 
For  he  made  love  in  themes,  using  paper 
by  reams, 

But  not  with  Cupid  did  tarry. 

Faulkner. 


Mahoney  (introducing  the  speaker  of  the 
day) : — I  'm  not  going  to  try  to  be  witty  today, 
because  we  have  just  heard  about  a  man  who 
was  Whittier. 


Miss    Thayer: — What    does    digression 


mean: 


Sears  (translating  French  in  Room  21): — 
While  an  appealing  voice  cried,  "Help,  Help!" 
■  Voice  from  back  of  room: — You  need  it  all 
right. 

Mahoney  (giving  origin  of  the  expression) 
"To  Bend  the  Bow  of  Ulysses, ":— Well, 
Ulysses  had  a  bow,  not  a  B-E-A-U-  but  a 
B-O-W. 

Miss  Dawes: — What's  on  your  mind, 
Mahoney? 


Jenkins: — Some  kind  of  fish. 


Miss  O'Neill: — How  long  did  you  study 
your    lesson? 

Nichols  '18: — Two  hours,  railroad  time. 
Miss  O'Neill: — What  is  railroad  time? 
Nichols: — Including     stops     and     delays. 

M.  Hatch, 

Joke    Editor. 


"Round   The   Corner. 
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TUDENT'S 
E 
E 


LELYVELD  tieSS 

4  MAPLE  ST. 

QUINCY 

BOYS  and  GIRLS. 

When   in   Need    of 

GOOD    SHOES 


Give  us  a  Call 


M.  DUNN 


P.  KAAN 


Quincy    1117-M 

THE  WOLLASTON 

Tailoring  &  Cleansing  Co. 

LADIES'  AND  GENTS'  TAILORS 

Suits  kept  in  order  by  the  month  $1.50 
7  Beale  Street    Wollaston,  Mass. 


Carfce  of  Gbanfcs 

I  take  the  opportunity  to  thank  the 
members  of  the  Senior  Class  for  the  honor 
conferred  by  selecting  me  as  class  photo- 
grapher. I  know  our  dealings  will  be  of  a 
pleasant  nature  and  feel  confident  of  satis- 
factory results. 

Sincerely  yours 

A.  W.  Pierce 


PIERCE'S  STUDIO 


QUINCY 


PERHAMS  HOSPITAL  FOR  RUN-DOWN 
SHOES 

4  Beale  Street     Tel.  Quincy  1117-M 

Shoes  collected  and  delivered  free. 
Ladies'     and    Gents'    shoe-shining 
parlor 


SMITH  BROTHERS 

TAILORS  and   MEN'S   FURNISHERS 

WOLLASTON  and   MILTON 
MASSACHUSETTS 

Tel.   Quincy  960 


FOR  A  FIRST-CLASS 
HAIR  CUT,  SHAMPOO  and  MASSAGE 

GO  TO  THE 

greenleaf    barber    shop 

WHICH  IS  UP-TO-DATE   IN  EVERY  RESPECT 
LADIES'  SHAMPOOING  AND  MASSAGING  DONE 


6  GRANITE  STREET 


Special  Attention  to  Children's  Hair  Cutting 

C.  H.  LITTLEFIELD,  Prop. 
Union  Shop 


QUINCY  MASS, 


Mention  the  GOLDEN-ROD  when  patronizing  our  advertisers. 


FOR  YOUNG  MEN 
AND  WOMEN 


Dress  Shoes— Party  Slippers 
ELITE  Shoes  for  Young  Men 
LAFRANCE  for  Young  Ladies 

Stylish-  Serviceable 

GRANITE  SHOE  STORE 

Quincy's  BIG  Shoe   Store 


CHARLES  C.  HEARIN 

We  carry  the  largest  line  of  high 
grade  candies  in  the  city.  Try  us  and 
see* 

QU1NCY  SQUARE 


RALPH 
COAL  COMPANY 

WESTERN  AVE. 
WOLLASTON 

TEL.   QUINCY  839-W. 


MACULLAR  PARKER 
COMPANY 

Give  Special  Attention  to  Clothing  Boys 
and  Young  Men  for  School  and  College. 

Garments  in  Latest  Styles  and  Fabrics. 
Made  in  Workshops  on  the  premises. 

FULL  LINE  OF  FURNISHING  GOODS. 

STETSON  HATS. 

400  Washington  St.         Boston,  Mass. 


A^, 


Stylish—Sensible— Serviceable 
$3.75    to     $600 

IAKIPQ       JUST   AROUND  THE   CORNER. 


1  GRANITE  ST. 


QUINCY. 


Mention  THE  GOLDEN-ROD  when  patronizing  our  advertisers. 


TELEPHONE   CONNECTION 

EBEN  HARDY,  PROPRIETOR 
AND  OPTOMETRIST 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

Eyes  Examined  by  APPOINTMENT 

Wollaston  Jewelry  Store 

2  NORRIS  BLOCK 
NEAR  DEPOT 

Nerses  Studio 

WOLLASTON,  MASS. 

FINE  WATCH,  CLOCK  &  JEWELRY   REPAIRING 

C.   E.   WOOD 

Compliments  of 

Confectionery,  Soda  &  Ice  Cream 

also 

BROWN  CROWELL 

Home  Baked  Beans,  Bread,  Cake  &  Pies. 

No.  103  Newbury  Ave.                Atlantic. 

QUINCY  ADAMS 

City  Flower  Store 

Oar  I  Johnson,  Proa*, 

Cut  Flowers  and  Plants 

Decorating,   etc., 

Telephone  275-W 

1361  Hancock  St.    City  Square 

Quincy,  Mass. 

Quincy  Savings  Bank 

QUINCY,  MASS. 
Incorporated  1845. 

JOHN  0-  A.  FIrLD,  Pres. 

RICHARD  D.   CHASE,  Vice  Pres. 

CLARENCE  BURGIN,  Treas. 

BANK  HOURS  8:30  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M. 
SATURDAYS  8:30  A.  M.  to  12  M. 


KINCAIDE  THEATRE 


MATINEE  DAILY 
AT  2.30  P.  M. 

Same  Program  as  in  the 
Evening. 

Changed  Mon.  &  Thur. 
2  HOUR  SHOW  FOR  iOc 

Evenings  at  7.45  10,  15,  25c 

REGULAR  ORCHESTRA 


Mention  THE  GOLDEN-ROD  when  patronizing  our  advertisers 


